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I doubt not but to ride as faftas Yorke, 

An neucr will I rife vp from the ground, V , 

T ill Bullingbroke haue pardoned thee: a way, be gone. 

Enter the King with hit nobles. . , 

King 11. Can no roan tell me of my vnthriftie fonne? 

Tis full three moneths finee I did fee him laft, 

Ifany plague hang ouer vs tis.hc: . v-< 

Iwould co God my Lordes he might be found: 

Inquire at London, mongft the Taurrncs there, 

For there(they fay) he day-lie doth frequent. 

With vnreftraincdloofe companions, i : ; 

Euan fuch (they fay)as Band in narrow lanies, 

And bcate out watch, and rob our paflengers. 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honour to fupport fo diflolute a crew. 

H.Tercie My Lord, fornc two dayesfincelfawtheprincft 
And tuu'.d him of thofe triumpher heldc at Oxfords 
King. And what find the gallant? 

"Per. His anfwer was, he would vr.to the flews, 

And from the common!! ercature p'uckc a gloue. 

And wearc it as a fauour, and with that, 

He would vnhorfe the Itfftieft Challenger. 

H. As diflolutc as defperat,yct through both, 

1 fee foroe fparkes of betterhope, which elder yeares^ 
May happily bring foorth. But who comes hccre? 

Enter burner ie amazed. 

\z£um, Where is the King? (fo wildln 

Krag H. What meanes cur cofen, that he flares and lookes 
v'ittm, Godfaueyour grace, 1 doe befccch yourMaieftie, 
T o haue fome conference with your grace alone. 

King. Withdraw e your felues, and leaue vs here alone. 

W hat is the matter with our eofennowe? • 

ttm . Foreoemnymy knees growe to the earth, 

My tongue, cleaue to my rooffe within my mourh, 
Vnlefle a pardonerc 1 rife or fpeak?. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

3fon the firfl»liow heycotis as it he 



Ktrtj* Richard thejecond. 

To win thy after loue»I pardon thee. 

^tum, T hen giue me leaue that May tume the key, 
Thatno man enter till my tale be done. 

King. Haue thy deflre. 

The DukeofTorke knoketdt the door e and crleth . 

Tor. My leige beware, lookc to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy pretence there. 

King. Vilain lie make thee fafe, (fc; 

^fum. Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft nocaufc to 
Torfa Open the dorc, fecure fbole.hardic King, 

Shall I for loue fpeake trcaibit to thy face. 

Open the dore,or I will breake it open. 

King What is the matter vncle, fpeake, recouer breath, 
T ell vs, how neare is daunger. 

That wee may arme vs to encounter it? 

Tor. Perufethis writing heerc,and thou fhalt know 0 
The treafbn that my hafte forbids me fhew. 

*A»m. remember as thou readft, thy promife paft, 

1 do repent me, reade not my name there. 

My hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. .Is was (vilaine)ere thy hand did teeitdowne. 

I tore it from the traitors bofbme (King,) 

Fcare.and not loue, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, left thy pitcie proue, 

A Serpent that willflingthec to the hart. 

King. O heynous, ftrong, and bould confpiracy: 

O loyall Father, ofa treacherous Sonne, 

Thou (hcefe immaculate and filuer Fountaine, 

From whence this ftreamc, through muddy paffageSe 
Hath held his currentiand defild himfelfe. 

Thy ouerflow ofgood,conuerts to bad: 

And thy aboundant goodnes, fhallcxcute. 

This deadly blot in thy digrefling fonne. 

n? m Y vcrtae > be his vices baude, 

Anhe fhall fpend mine honour, with hisfhame. 

At thriftles formes, their feraping Fathers golds 




